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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Your hair is disheveled, 
Your ribbons are flying, 
Your skirts are in tatters. 

The music you dance to — 

It comes from riddles bewitched. 

GRAND CANYON 

Words, such as dreamers utter; 
Songs, played on dulcet strings ; 
Pictures, that hold beauty deathless- 
Here, on the verge, 
They fade away to dull colors, 
Faint songs, 
Echoes of words. 

Let the sunsets paint it, 

And the rainbows. 

Let the pueblos whisper of it — 

Voices of long ago. 

Let the red river sing of it — 

A wild thing, caged, escaping. 

THE NEW DAY 

The swift scouts of dawn ride in, 

Their lances flame-tipped. 

The waning moon shines whitely, 
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Like thin drifted snow — 

And the cradled winds sleepily rub their eyes. 

An impatient horse whinnies — 

A dog barks, at nothing. 

Trails of smoke rise from the kitchen chimney. 

The air is washed clean; it smells sweet 

With odors of new-mown hay. 

A man steps out briskly 

From the imprisoned dark of the barn, 

Carrying pails brimful of foaming milk. 

A woman waits in the doorway; 

She is young and comely. 

Mewing kittens are tangled in her skirts ; 

They smell the warm milk. 

A baby cries softly upstairs. 

THE NORTH WOODS 

Do you remember those rare intimacies 

Of August twilights, around a pine-knot flame? 

And the luring intricacies 

Of paths leading to shaded nooks of nc name? 

Have you memory also 

Of trout, at the end of a taut line, 

Poised for the instant, 

Like a swift sword-gleam, 

Over a flashing, dashing, rollicking stream ? 
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